62          HELEN REDEEMED
By a full hand as many whom the wall Showed like gaunt channel-posts by an ebb
tide
Left stranded in a world of ooze.    Beside His knees she kneeled, and to his wounded
feet ^Applied her balms ;   but he, from his low
seat
Against the wall, leaned out and in her ear Whispered, but so that no one else could
hear, "Other than my wounds are there for thy
pains,
Lady, and deeper.    One, a grievous, drains The great heart of a king, and one is fresh, Though ten years old, in the sweet innocent ...      flesh Of a young child/'
Nothing said she, but stoopt The closer to her task.     He thought she
droopt Her head, he knew she trembled, that her
shoulder Twitcht as she wrought her task ; so he grew
bolder,
Saying, " But thou art pitiful!    I know That thou wilt wash their wounds.''
She whispered " Oh, Be sure of me ! "
Then he, " Let us have speech Secret together out of range or reach